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ASCOT NOT IN IT. 


“ Unfortunately for a limited few, but fortunately for race-goers generally, Papa’s exchequer would not run to his doing Ascot this year. 
Dad the world possesses a man not to be cast down by trifles. Borrowing a few donkeys from a friendly cats’-meat purveyor, he, together with a few choice 


But in Poor 


snirils, migrated to Hampstead Heath, and there brought off a series of races, which for novelty just about beats the record. That Jubilee and the Twins 
make splendid jockeys there can be little doubt. If Poor Pa decides upon holding his meeting annually, Ascot will have to look to its laurels.” —Toorsit. 


FREEDOM’S LAST SHRIEK THIEF AND INFORMER. 


— 


On December 21st, 1721, was hanged at Tyburn a very 
paltry rascal of the name of Nathaniel Hawes, 

Nathaniel was the son of a Norfolk grazier, and was 
apprenticed to a London upholsterer, whom he robbed. He 
was tried at the Old Bailey, and being convicted of stealing 
to the amount of thirty-nine shillings, was sentenced to 
seven years’ transportation, This sentence, however, was 
not carried out, for Hawes gave information against a man 
named Phillips, who he said had encouraged him to steal, 
and in whose house many of the goods were found. Phillips 
was transported for fourteen) years. and Thuwes. on his 
release from prison, joined a set of thieves in the employ of 
the notorious Jonathan Wild. 

Among ‘the gang was one John dames, with whom 
Nathaniel worked with considerable success, but, quarre!- 
ling over the division of the booty, they parted. According 
to his account, Nathaniel, fearing that James would: inform 
against him, he applied to Jonathan Wild) aud informed 
against his pal,” who was in consequence tried, convicted. 
and hanged, Nat and Wild sharing the blood-money, 

Notwithstanding this convietion, Nathaniel Hawes was 
contined in the New Prison for some time, Chat plice being 
chosen instead of Newsate. the prisoners in which swore 
they would murder him if be came amongst them for hi: 


“Beware, Maria!” said Worserhalf, sternly. ° The Yes, IT have been unanimously elected chairman, Aml though that meeting waitel anxiously for FE 
hour is at hand! The toscin rings! The worm is The first meeting is at 7.40 tu-nizht, sharp. The very Worserhalf until midnight’s chimes, he never turued treachery. He, however, escaped with another man, and 
@hout ty turn!" ativospbere reeks with freedom. Give meaclean collar.” up, Yet he had had his clean collar! entering into partnership, committed a number of robberies 

e® 


a 


1386 


on the road between Hackney and Shoreditch. Quarreiling over 
their illgotten gains, Hawes started on his own account on Finchley 
Common, “where, meeting with a gentleman riding to town, he 
presented a pistol to his breast and commanded him instantly to 
dismount, that he might search him for his money, The gentle- 
man offered him four shillings, on which Hawes swore the most 
horrid oaths, and threatened instant death if he did not imme- 
diately submit. 

“The gentleman quitted his horse, and in the same moment 
seized the pistol, which he snatched from the hand of the robber, 
and presenting it to him, told him to expect death if he did not 
surrender himself. Hawes, who was now as terrified as he had been 
insolent, made no opposition, and the driver of a cart coming up at 
that juncture, he was easily made prisoner, conveyed to London, 
and committed to Newgate” —an incident very unlike those 
recorded in penny weekly numbers of * The Knights of the Road.” 

When the sessions came on, and he was brought to the bar, he 
refused to plead to his indictment, saying that he * would die as he 
had lived,a gentleman.” “The people,” said he, “ who apprehended 
me stole a suit of fine clothes, which I intended to have gone to 
the gallows in; and unless they are returned I will not plead, for 
no one shall say I was hanged ina dirty shirt and a ragged coat.” 

On this he was told what would be the consequence of his con- 
tempt of legal authority ; but this making no impression on him, 
sentence was pronounced that he should be pressed to death, 
whereupon he was taken from the court, and being laid on his back, 
sustained a load of two hundred and fifty pounds’ weight about 
seven minutes, when he bellowed for mercy, and was taken back 
to court, tried, and sentenced to be hanged. 

He confessed, afterwards, to the Ordinary that he was induced to 
refuse to plead to the indictment, that the others might look upon 
him asa hero, and “not from the idle vanity of being hanged in 
fine clothes.” He also charged Jonathan Wild with inciting him 
to crime and receiving stolen goods, and owned to having basely 
informed against several innocent people. 

Wild himself was executed some four years later, and the 7yburn 
Chronicle says : “It would be difticult to describe with what rough- 
ness he was treated by the mob, not only as he went to the tree, 
but even when he was at it. They reviled and cursed him, and 
pelted him continually with stones and dirt.” 

Wild, with the aid of such scoundrels as this Nathaniel Hawes, 
swore away the lives of many persons—indced, made a snug little 
trade of it. 

* * * * * * 
THE DISTRORT MADING AND THE MILLDOOD MANIAK. 
_ wunst an wunst agin skreek atfter skreck eckerd threw the hair 
witch the milldood un wos a renchin att. 

then with a superhuming efert shee ceve im over the pressipace. 

e cling with frantick an desprit dizpair to the crumbellin edge ard 
nashin of iss i toof vanli struggzuggled 

cutt orf agin just at the crickickle momint. 

i av tell the marster printer i dispize im, an itt iss luky e iss a ole 
mann an beneef mi notis. 

ass i penn these lines e iss a liftin off iss boot— 
(Neat week. Barbarous Punishments.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


SS 

*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to he returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose louse stamps. 


It's out of the question entirely, KILLARN, We cannot arrange 
itat all, Delighted to do so, ADMIRER OF YOURS ; You'd better 
gire SLOPER a call, We har'wt the space Sor your story, Miss 
Snort. Jt's rather too, out of our line. You might with the help 
of your pal, LATTLE GEORGE. The tore of you'd better combine. 
Delighted to read the acceunt of your trip, You muat hare enjoyed 
it, AL SWEDE. We're sorry we cannot insert it, G. BRIGHT, At 
present we've more than we necd, Thanks, Mop, for your offer, 
it's awfully hind; Dut ALY is frightened of beer. Yewre right 
aa to date, PUIL; but as tothe time, We hac'n't the faintest idea. 

———s 
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PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Dhooksellers', at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE, 
EIGHT CLAIMS ALREADY PAID 


£150 


Wl be paid tothe neat -of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Scrranta on duty erci pred), whe shall happen toa meet 
with his'or her death inva Railway Accident, in any part of 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current iasue of 
* ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” be Sound upon the Deceased at 
the time of the Accident, “ ALLY SLoren's HALF-HOLIDAY ” 7s 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Wednesday after- 
noon at Levelock, and the Insuraner lasts one week from that time, 
expiring at Lo'clock the following Wednesday afternoon, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
=o 
Gubbins, Depend upon it, sir, actions speak louder than words. 
Mugging. 1 don’t agree with you, for if a man does a good thing, 
nobody ever hears of it; but if he says a good thing, it is repeated 
about half over the town. *° 


Publisher, Look here, when you borrowed that half-quid of me 
the other day, you told me your book was out of print, and I find 
it's never been printed at all, 

Grub Strect: Man, Well. isn’t that out of print? You haven't 
another you could lend me! A dollar, then? Well, come, half a 
crown won't hurt you. Thanks. Ta-ta! 

Ld 
* 
It's pained the race of pocts since 
The world began, that starling 
Js just about the only rhyme 
‘That they can find to darling. 
7? 


* 
First Licensed Victualler. Doyou know a good school for boys? 
I'm goin’ to take my kid away from where he is. 
Second Licensed Victualler. Youare? What for? 
First Licensed Victualler, Why, they actually went and trie€ to 
teach him that alcohol was poison! Did yer ever hear of sich a 


thing? *,* 


THF. other day, a hard-featured minister made himself very 
objectionable by laying down the law in a second-class railway 
carriage. When he got out there was a general sigh of relief, and 
somebody said, * 1 wonder if there will beany parsons in heaven ?” 
“Tthink there may be a few,” answered his friend. and then 
noticing his expression of anguish, he hastened to add, “But I 
don’t think they will be allowed to preach.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 477.—The “Ascot” Costume, 


Though: T stami a the doek this 
minit, yer ‘anner, I do assure you Oi've 
been well brought up.” “Who by 7" 
“By the p'liceman, yer ‘anner; or, be- 
gor! I wouldn't be here at all, at all.” 


A VERY S(L)OPERIOR RIG OUT 


Wife, Did you like the pudding? Mrs. Crumpet gave me the recipe for it. 
Husband. No; but you can get square by giving her a recipe for your pies. 


First City Clert. Do well to-lay ? 
Second City Clerk, Gad —damned bad ! 
(Ale had a bad day with the cashier. 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
The Puflinewt, 


Baye 


(Saturday, June 17, 1595. 


Little Johnny. \t's x Sie! 

Little Tommy, What the deuce do you mean? 

Father, What do you mean by using such language, ehiliecn | 
Wherever did you learn it?) Have you been playing with posse 
boys in the street? , 

Little Johnny. V Oh, no, father! We were on’y pliving at Mem. 

Little Tommy.§ vers of Parliament, und trying tu ts 
they do. es ; 

. 


S like 


Frenchman, You moost pardon me, sare, but I do not keevity 
understand your method, your system, arrangements for diane, 
and your menus, 

Proprictor of Restaurant, An! that’s becos you're not aces. 
tomed to it. We only give Frenen dinners here, you know, and so 
of course the menvo Is wrote according. 

* 


. 
THE washerwoman has to stand 
This weary world’s rebulls; + 
And though she doesn't like its kicks, 
She's partial to its cuffs, 


a. 
Serubba. Did [tell you I met Swindler in the City the other day? 
ore Oh, indeed! and how's he getting on? Is he doing any- 
thing? i 
Serubbs, Doing anybody, you mean. 


fat on it, too! ee 
*. 


Robinson. 1 wonder what makes Smith always allude to hi: 
smokes as weeds, 

Brown, Well, I suppose it's because even he hasn't got quite 
cheek enough to call em cigars. : 


Rather ; and looking quite 


s 
A NEWLY published work upon Indigestion says, “ Never sleep 
upon a hot supper.” Very good advice, no doubt ; but personally 
we don't need it. We infinitely prefer a epring mattress or a 
feather bed. oe 
” 


’ Ad Sharpshins, What is the meaning of a “Stony stare,” 
dac 
Old Sharpshins, When anyone looks hard at you, my boy. 

Ld 


- 

First Habitual Diner Out, Well, old man, did you have a good 
dinner last night? 

Second Habitual Diner Out, Pretty good, pretty good. IT had 
some sonp, two lots of fish, two goes of the entrée, some fowland a 
couple of quail, but I made my dinner off the roast lunb, 

* 


* 
Mendicanc (with qroup of secen child ren—borrowed), Please 
help a pore man, keyind gentleman, I've lost my wife. 
Avyind Gentleman, Very sorry, my man, but I can assure you | 
haven't seen her. es 
s 
“ PATHER, what is the meaning of the word § penury’?” inquired 
the bright youngest of an old Fleet Streeter. ‘* Penury, my son,’ 
replied the wearied scribbler, as he laid down his quill with a sigh 
—"the meaning of the word penury? Why, trying to get a living 
out of the pen.” *,* 


Tlostess. Try one of these Norfolk dumplings. My husband's 
greatest pleasure in life is a Norfolk dumpling. 
Visitor (chump, chump, chump). Ah, then, T see that, like se 
many Englishmen, your husband “takes his pleasure sadly.” 
* 
THE punster glares, his fingers clench 
As he the journal scans ; 
His breath come thick, s wretched yV e!:t 
Ts that unhappy man’s. 
What sees he there?) What dread mi-nap 
Does that broad sheet relate? 
Say, has some loved one haply met 
A sad untimely fate? 
Not that. not that! with awful rage 
He feels that he must choke ; 
The comp. who set his MS. up 
Has clean left out the joke. 


Police Constable X ¥Z100 (s, making of anahsent brother in bluc). 
Yes, he’s a caution, Bill is. ie will ‘ave his pint of beer the list 
thing afore the “houses” close, and if he can't get it nvhow else, 
wll actually pay for it himself. 

z= 


* 
Temperance Missionary. This craving for alcoholic stimulant is 
a disease, 
Chronic Inebriate. Then why the deuce do you make such a 


fuss about a fellow taking something for it? 
* 


* 
ScenE— Outside the Billiard Saloon during the Great Match. 
Loafer (to Boy). What's ther score, boy? 
Boy. Twenty. 
Loafer, What d’yer mean? Iver good mind to— 
Boy. If a score ain't twenty, I don't know what it is. 
ss 


= 
“oung i aegis I must say that I do believe in long engage- 
ments. I think that people ought to know one another thorouglily 
before they get married. 
Old Bachelor, lf that was always the case, then, very few men 
ever would marry. ee 
s 


Old Me Gooselcey, Didn't 1 see you coming out of a pub. in Fleet 
Street about ten o'clock Inst night? 
Young Me Gooseley, Oh, yes! but 1 went back again, dad. I 
only came out to post a letter. « « 
* 


Host (who prides himself on his cellars). Yes, old fellow, that’s 
something like wine; there's a body in that, I ean tell you. 

Victim (Qvho doesnt think much of it). Body in it! I should 
think there was ; why don’t you call it a corpse? 

s-* 
* 

Friend. 1 wonder you have never put up for Parliament. old 
man. 

Mrs. ITenpecher, What, he? Why, he can't talk. 


Mr. Henpecker, You never give me a chance, my dear. 
-* 


* 

Publican, Ah! the licensed victualler’s business is not what it 
used to be. We don't get the profits nowadays. Look at four ale, 
for instance—there’s nothing in it. 

Customer. Isn't there? How about the patent finings? 

s 2 


*. 
Youne Jones got tight the other night, 
But Nature is resenting it; 
And he's been ailing ever since 
And bitterly repenting it. 
= 


z= 
Brown, He's certainly a clever young fellow, and I shouldnt 
wonder if he made his mark and became a distinguished man. 
Walker. He certainly has one point in his favour. 
Brown, What's that? 
Walker. Why, his handwriting is perfectly illegible. 
s 


= 

Ally Sloper. I am going to-morrow, by special request, to be 
photographed. and | thought I would come to you fora hint oF 
two how to manage, so as to get a nice-looking picture. ‘ 

Celebrated R.A. Humph! Well, if you want a really nice- 
looking pict ure—— 

Ally Sloper (anxiously). Yes, yes. , 

Celcbrated R.A. 1 should advise you to borrow somebo''! 
else's face, 


Saturday, June 17, 1893.) 
TOOTSIE AT EARL’S COURT. 


—— 


Ix Charles Warren Stoddart's amusing book, “Summer Cruising 
in the South Seas,” there is a picture by Wallis Mackay, in which 
are shown 
some slim 
and graceful 
damsels of 
Méha flying 
over the 
rolling waves 
stinding or 
kneeling on 
small planks 
of wood, 
They were 
guiltless of 
attire, and 
when they 
came on 
shore, the 
nuthor save: 
“They were 
refreshingly 
innocent of 
etiquette —at 
least, of our 
translation of 
it; and with 
un freedom 
that was 
amusing as 
well as a 
little embar- 
~- rassing, | was 

eras) aig? deliberitely 

A pair of water-walkers, fondled and 

fussed with 

by nearly every dusky beauty in turn. With uncommon slowness 

the mermaids goed torre aves of their apparel, a few preferring 

to carry their robes over their arms ; for the wir was delicious, and 
robes of seaweed are accounted full dress in that latitude.’ 

Captain Boyton tells me he has not quite seen his way as yet 
to get Méha maidens at his show, but he is thinking it over. How- 
ever, in the meanwhile the Earl's Courtiers have had the supreme 
satisfaction of witnessing the shooting of the Chutes by Miss 
Tootsie Sloper, Miss Tottie Goodenough, Miss Lardi Longsox and 
Miss Nellie Hikik, all late of the Frivolity Theatre. A rapturous 
crowd of * Friv.” boys assembled on this :uspicious occasion, and 
vovifcrously applauded, 

We girls did not try Captain Boyton’s water-walking boots, but 
Billy the Bun Boom and the Dook Snook, rushing where angels 
feared to tread, make fairly foolish tigures of themselves. 

The musie at Earl's Court is delightful, and) Dan Godfrey leads, 
as at other exhibitions, in the masterly manner that is peculiarly 
his own, We had a chat with him in the grounds. Lovely 
vrounds they are, too, these in * The Garden of London,” to which 
all roads lead. 

The illuminations also leave nothing to be desired, with their 
tens of thousands of electric, gas and Vauxhall lights. Vauxhall 
lights! Good old twinklers were they, | have no doubt, when Sir 


Shooting the Chutes. 


Roger de Coverley strolled around and complained that there were 
too few nightingales and too many light o’ love ladies on the 
“Royal Property.” Are any of the Vauxhall lights, I wonder, the 
veritable lamps that glowed and glimmered in the last days of 
Vauxhall in July, 1859? It may be so, for a year or two back many 
were in the market, and I bouzht some myself, 

But if the lamps are 2s of old, the plates of ham are more sub- 
stuntial. 1 was reading the other day in the “ Connoisseur of 1755" 
amaccount of the honest Cit's indignation being aroused by the 
thinness of the ham, A shilling plate, in the times when a shilling 
was a shilling, is brought to him containing one slice, upon which 
he asks the waiter how much it might weigh. “An ounce,” the 
waiter replies. ‘A shilling an ounce?” cries the citizen, “That is 
sixteen shillings a pound! Supposing, now, the whole ham to 
weigh thirty-six pounds, your master makes exactly £24 out of every 
ham; and if he buys them at the best hand and salts them himself, 
they do not stand him in 10s, apiece.” It must be allowed that 
£23 los. profit upen 10s, is not bad trading. 

But besides the towers, music, lights and aquatics, have we not 
also at Karl's Court the Bastille? There you may see a hairbreadth 
escape and a realistic riot and storming. [ am not quite sure 
whether I saw the grim Governor de Launay brought forth to have 
his head and bands chopped off and his head stuck on a pole. 


In the grounds, 


Vhere was. though, plenty of firing and fighting and shouting and 
moke, You should not miss the French country wedding and 
wedding danee, And [I need hardly tell you that the Restaurant 
Mrangais, near the bandstand in the Western Gardens, is deserving 


of serious consideration, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


HISTORICAL. IMPOSTORS. 
No. 8.—Mary QUEEN OF Scots. 


On the whole, it is fortunate for this young woman that she was 
highly connected, otherwise people might have said nastier things 
about her than they do, and the verdict of posterity pretty nearly 
all round is that Mary would have been an unsuitable adjunet to a 
quiet: Nonconformist tea party down Brixton-way. Moreover, 
people are ready to pardon a good deal to good looks, and the sub- 
ject of this sketch was not hiding behind the kitchen door when 
attrictive chivys were being served out. That she deserved her 
fate. We are not prepared to say, holding that to chopa woman's 
heid off is a very poor cure for toothache, or immorality either ; 
and it was only through the jealousy of ugly Elizabeth that Mary's 
filb rt was removed at Fotheringay. What is to be protested 

yainst, is that dear old) sentimental Sir Walter has deitied this 
iest of matrons, who calmly saw her husband and lover 
fered, and was only anxious about a successor. Mary must 

been, indeed, very sultry, for in addition to the Darnley, 
Rizzio, Chasteland, Bothwell and Douglas record that had come 
down to us proved all ends up, there must have been a few casual 
lovers per week whose name did not set into the historical schedule, 

What is really wantea to be realised. is that instead of being the 
excessively sweet and gentle worn who was the vietim of cireums 
stances, Mary Queen of Scots was just about as artful as a waggon- 
load of monkeys or a roof-full of Pimlico cats ona duly night. We 
have experimented with all kinds of eats, and have consulted Mr. 
Louis Wain and all the best authorities, and they agree with us 
that Pimlico cats are the worst. both in point of morality and 
sereechiness of conversation, Whether this comes of inhaling 
the same atmosphere or imitating the demeanour of the inhabi- 
tants, we cannot sav. When vou are next on the tiles in’ that 
direction, judge for yourself. This, however, 1s an excursus by the 
way, for Which there is no charge, nor willa penny be refunded on 
the bottle. 

Mary's gentleness was all fake; were job lots, with 114d. printed 
very small on the corner of the ticket, and not the genuine article 
atall, Perhaps in these days the men were not used to being hum- 
bugged ina gentle voice ; perhaps they hadn't reached that pitch 
of civilization when a fair young thing with a shy, soft eye sobs in 
your ear: “Oh, Bertie, darling! Tama clergyman's daughter, and 
if it hadn't been for a hefticer in the Hartillery,” and so on. Per- 
haps they weren't up to this caper; but Mary,at anyrate, played it 
pretty thick ona few of them. There was a wholesale catholicity 
nbout Poll. too. She didu’t care what. particular nation supplied 
her with her temporary beau, but ladled her favours out to Scotch, 
English, French and Italians alike. A good deal of this has been 
put down to her French education, and she certainly spent a good 
deal of her time in Paris. But we have gone strictly into the sub- 
ject, and do not find that the Paris of Polly Queen o° Scots was in 
any way like that of to-day. There was no Moulin Rouge with la 
Gonlue’s daring splits and high kicks, and Rayon d’Ar's neglect of 
the fact that evening skirts in our aristocratic ballrooms are 
seldom lifted much higher than the knee. We have examined 
the old French chroniclers, and tind no mention of the Chatte 
Noire or the Danse des Ventre at the Jardin de Paris. Nor 
do we find that French ladies of high degree would like to be taken, 
cloaked and masked, to these places to “see the fun,” as we all 
know they do to-day. (And English ones, too, for that matter.) 
Nowadays, foreigners—é.e., people who are English and Scoteh— 
may be found hard at work drinking Scotch whisky and cocktails 
at Henry's, Picton’s and Thorpe's. None of these Parisian haunts 
of the gay existed in Mary's time, so there is absolutely no excuse 
for her backslidings in the morals of the gay city, which appear 
then to have been tolerably respectable. 

What Mary chietly trusted in was her looks, for which she latterly 
depended on the Clarkson of the day, for she was anything but a 
chicken, and tne bloom had worn off long before she gave up hum- 
bugging the men. Also, the Mary Queen of Scots’ cap was a crump 
card, designed by a clever modiste of the period, That cap «overe: 
in life and after death a very large multitude of sins, and all the 
gush of Sir Walter and Miss Edgeworth won't make a persecuted 
saint out of « woman who blew her hubby sky-high with gun- 
vowder, and had to refer to her engagement calendar before she 

ew which lover was to be next on the list. 

——— . 


DECEIVERS EVER. 
THE maiden weeps, 
The hot salt tears 

Adown her fair young face pour, 
Her bosom throbs 
With mighty sobs 

That rack her to the heart's core. 


Has fickle man 
With lying tongue 
Her young and trusting heart won, 
hen proved untrue, 
As nota few 
Such scoundrels have before done? 


Has parent stern 
A match forbade 
On which her heart was set. 
Is her distress 
Caused by a dress 
She's bought and does'nt like, pray ? 


Nay. nay ; she just 
Discovered all 

The verse her lover's penned her, 
From Byron's culled, 
And she's been gulled, 

What else could worse offend her? 


—— 


JUST SO. 

Countryman (instructing his son precious to his departure tea 
London). And if you want to be liked and get on when you are in 
London, always be civil, and don’t forget, whenever you meet any- 
one, to say, “Good morning, sir.” (Zurning to Londoner), Isn't 
that right, sir?) Isn't that the proper way to speak ? 

Londoner, Well, the most popular men up in town are those who, 
when they meet you, say, * What are you going to have?” 

————— 


CRUEL, INDEED! 

Visitor, And your eldest daughter, Mrs, Matchem—the one who 
married the novelist, I believe—how is she getting on? 

Mre, Matchem, Oh, Clara! you mean, poor child! Ah! he uses 
her cruelly. 

Visitor, Dear, dear, you astonish me! 
the ruffian beats her? 

Mrs. Matchem, No, no! worse than that, poor thing! He insists 
on her reading him extracts from all his unpublished books. 


Say, 


You don't mean to say 


IT DIDN’T WORK. 

THE otherevening, when the Eminent arrived home, hetfound his 
better half in tears, tears of anger, not of grief. “Hullo, old 
Dutch,” he exclaimed, “ what's the matter?” 

“Matter?” cried Mrs. 8. why Tcould bite my teeth off, Leould. 
That there aggravating imp of darkness, Alexandry, has been a 
upsetting me all day. and at last he went and cut a couple of yards 
of the clothes’ line to hang Evelina’s doll, and let all my clean 
things down in the dirt; so Pupand told him TP should give hima 
good whipping, and then he goes and swallows a dynamite 
cartridge, and he says if PE touch him itll go off and bust up the 
whole street. And he’s beena sitting over there and grinningat me 
ever since, til Pin that wild Peould stand on my head, | could.” 

The Eminent evidently had doubts as to the genuineness of the 
dynamite statement, for the neighbourhood for a quarter of a mile 
round re-echord to the sounds of whacks and wails, and yet there 
was no explosion, 
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A WOMAN’S HEART. 


> 


SHE was a young and simple-hearted little maid, with big. blue. 
wondering wide eyes, He was a fin de séécle young man, and 
he thonght it EB 
rather good fun to 
ey away the 
leisure time of that 
reading tour in 
cultivating her 
acquaintance and 
her mind, It was, 
of course, very 
kind and conde. 
seending of him, 
and she appreci- 
ated it. They took 
long walks and 
had long talks in 
the pleasant 
country; he, dis- 
coursing, — leaned 
upon his favourite 
topie—himsel! she 
listening with due 
respect, He was 
going to bea Senior 
Wrangler—that he 
had settled. The 
authorities would 
see to the formali- 
ties and minor de- 
tails, After that he 
was not quite deci- 
ded whether he 
would be Arch- 
bishop of Canter. 
bury, Lord Chancellor or Prime Minister, He would see how 
things shaped out. And so the pleasant hours flitted by, and 
with a honeyed tongue he stole her heart away, regarding that 
heart as a due sacrifice upon the altar of his magniticent great- 
Ness, 

At last the time for parting came, He was eager to depart to the 
fields of glory that awaited him, She, tearful and broken-hearted. 
waited in vain for some words of sadness at their parting, and at 
Jast, out from her tender bosom came the confession that she loved 
him. and that their parting was as the wrenching of her heart. 
strings, 

Then he chid_ her still with the complacency of conscious supe- 
riority, telling her that her love for him was, although creditable 
to her nature, hopeless as the love of a poor mortal for a star. 

He went back to Cambridge, Wonderful to relate, he did not 
come out Senior Wrangler—as a matter of vulgarly prosaic fact, he 
was plucked for 
his degree. 

He went down 
from his 'Varsit: 
a pronounced fail- 
ure, and accord- 
ingly, as a matter 
of fact, took tc 
literature, He 
meant to dim the 
glory of all pre- 


A simple-hearted litle maid. 


vious and con- 
temporary 
writers, But 
editors did not 


surround him as 
bees ‘a flower, nor 
did publishers 
wait in long files 
at his door. He 
waited at theirs 
in vain, until he 


was broken in 
heart, in purse, 
in hope. 


He wrote one 
or two plays, and 
tramped the 
Strand up— and 
down, and kicked 
his heels about 
the stage - doors 
until the heels 
were level with the soles. But there was some degree of cleverness 
in his plays, and no end of money, so the managers would have 
nothing to say to them. 

One day a kindly-disposed editor, knowing that ability is useless 
to the penman who doesn't know the right people, invited him to 
accompany him to Lady Lyon Trakker’s reception, 

“Salarina will be there,” he said. Salarina, the gifted, the bril- 
liant, who had taken the town on her arrival, none knew whence, 
by storm—Salarina, whom he had never secn, but whose name 
was dinned into his ears from every side, So he resolved to go, 
although he was, in fact, almost satiated with the pleasures of 
this world. 

For “one night only,” he cleared the mortgage off his dress- 
suit and re-appeared “in Society,” rubbed shoulders with the men 
and women who, without a tithe of his talents, had crawled or 
wriggled or hustled themselves into the front rank—those who, 
anyway, had “got there.” 

After a time there was a buzz, followed by a hush. The Salarina 
had © arrived. 
The big people 
clustered in her 
troin as she 
swept through 
the rooms, be- 
stowing — gra- 
cious smiles 
here and there 
like the queen 


Tle took to literature, 


she was. 

Their eyes 
met; he, 
crushed and 


humbled, gazes 

on the face ra- 

diant on its tri- 

umph of love- 

liness and con- 
uest, 

The bud had 
blossomed, but 
it was the self- 
same tlower— 
the tlower that 
in the bygone 
years he might 
have claimed, 
but had refused 
to gather to his 
breast. Aad 
how—now = she 
looks upon him 
with the old 
sweet grace. His eyes are dazzled by the radiance of her 
bevuty. Hlers are still bright with the tenderness of the olden 
days. But he. abashed, disappears from her gace. 


Their eves met. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


(Saturday, June 17, 1893. 
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es SCRUPLES. hig 
J Sunday Lecturer, Will you tine fellows come to 
, my lecture in the Mission Hall, this afternoon, ou 
u, ba Mental Evoluticn in Prehistoric Mammals Muvle a great in. 
‘ First Fine Fellow, No; me aml my mate don't CONSOLATION pression on one man - the coachmans but hes a 
; aes a : : think it is right to enjoy ourselves tou much of a *Tve vot a nasty cough.” qarriel man with teu childreu.”-— Breract cron 
| ~ The Ue . Thank voodluess they are gone at last ! Sunday. © Better have a cough than a cufliu.” Letter of Young Lady, d 
€4° Miss Sloper will he deliyhted to receite photorraphs from those DISTINGUISHED FEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.- J. C. HOOK, Esq., R.A. 
of her Jreends uhose portraits have not yet Leen inserted. 
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Ii man’s thoughts turn to the seaa—-(1) and that may 
naceount for A, SLOPER bei liseovered the other day doing a paddle in a puddle 
left by the Batter i watercart on the semi-baked road, Naturally the 
policeman thought he had been over-irrigating his larnyx.—(2) “As usual I said 
. “Come along o' me to the station.” * Sirrah !" thundered A. SLOPER, 
—" “Oh, I'll be very careful of the fragile flower,” said the officer, 
giving the Eminent a swing round. “You'll repent this, young man,” cried the 
¥.0.M. from the depths of his coat collar. Indeed, it would have gone hard with the 
Moss-zrown had not Mrs. Sloper appeared on the scene, and assured the constable, on 
the word of a perfect lady, that all AJ SLovER had bad that day was half of a half- 


Tn the merry June time ar 


No, 291.—MIss MILLWARD, 


: reli . quarteru at lunch, “Good,” said the constable, “ I'm glad to hear he's a-himproving.” 

i i : “A perfect dream of lovelincss is she !" —The Dovk Snook. “Oh, it ain't that, Mr. Policeman,” replied the geod lady,“ but he's stony until 
y, ¥ “A smile from her is happiness itself !" —Lord Bob. Alexandry returns from Shoe Lane.” But we ri digressing. hone pees 

° : s P naturally suggest to A. SLOPER the necessity of interviewing Mr, J.C, Hook, R.A, 

{ “ Mine is an unreciprocated passion 1" —The Hon, Billy. It was a loug trudge from Farnham to Silverbeck, the home of the grand old breezy 


McNAB HAS A LIMPET. 


painter.—-(3) The day was hot, and A. SLoPER was pretty nearly done up when he 
arrived, “I seewhat you want,” said the Squire, He had it, aud felt much refreshed, 
s0 much so that he Was inclined fur a little pleasantry. “1,” said Le, “ would be con- 
tent to paint like a hook aud eye,” “1 don't quite follow you,” said the Squire. 
“Hook and Eye. Don't you see? J/ook and die.” ‘The Squire fixed him with Vis 
clear, bright eye—nay, both of ‘em, and the Wreck squirmed beneath them, and sand 
he wouldn't do it any more. But when A. SLOPER commenced the interview, 
Squire said it was unfortunate—he was just off to paint a wild Lit of coast. A. 
RK said that should make no difference: he could spare a few days. For « 
nt the Squire's brow contracted, then, “All right,” said he, smiling, “you cu 
"——(4) and good-naturedly allowed A, SLOPER to carry his portmantest, 
, easel, etc. Next morning, directly after breakfast, they were on the seu, 
A. SLOPE at the tiller.——(5) “ Luff, boy, luff, and keep Ler nose to leeward 1" eric! 
the Squire. “I beg your pardon, Hook, did you say ‘Steward '?” groaned A. SLOPEK : 
“because if you happen to have one aboard, 1— Ob, lor! lemme go home: 


(1). “ MeNabby, tak’ me with ye, an’ A‘il save ye from the drink. That 
awful whusky will kill ye!” 


‘ 


(3) And McNab's voice wailed from the distance : “Tak’ whusky fra watey, 
leaves twa. You've chosen the water, leave the whusky tac me!" 
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those whose pleasure it has been to celebrate their birthday during the past week, Of course, you wow prepare a dinner :—With the Lord Mayor Roberts qay Ate and drank the other day :— Good 
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Ee “Racing again, Georg: ? You know we oussht to economise.” 
| “so Lamsh, my dearsie-hie. Lost ‘zactly forty-one pounds 
Jesh than the same day List year.” 


FATAL BEAUTY. 


Broker's Man (convening to household goddesses). Well, ‘ere’s 
ave! Blest ifthey ain't fell in love with me the parr of ‘em, 


ae Se 


AN 
de, The engagement is off between Alfred and Clasa, 
She, Why ? He. He's stony. ; First Towrot, Wild sorter scenery round here, Why, we've ! 
She, Stony! T thought he was an affectionate man, . ? . Hardly possed a single howe! , t 
He. I mean he has lost all his money. Don't sit on the bathing-machine steps, Yon may be ruu out to sealihe Aunt Tabitha here. Secund Tourist, Quite sushi, Caru’t Lave a drin’st, 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


oo 


Yrs; there can be no possibility of a mistake about it now; the 
Birthday Honours have been announced, and, to the surprise of 
no one more than himself, the 
name of AL SLOPER—SLOPER, the 
Public Benefactor; SLoprn, the 
Friend of Man—does not tigure 
amongst the recipients, Butchers, 
bakers, candlestick-makers and 
tuft-hunters generally have all 
come in for their share. Surely, 
then, A, SLOPER, who has done 
so much for literature, who has 
elevated comic journalism to its 
present high standard—surely, 
we say, A. SLOPER had a right 
to be remembered, But no; not 
evena paltry star, or a two-three: 
farthing order, It is, indeed, a 
cold and thankless world, 


WE have received a specimen 
copy of the Bie Terrior Chron- 
wile, now published from the 
ottice of the Stock Aceper. 
Printed now on superior paper, 
with many additional features of 
interest, it should commend itself 
to all lovers of the breed. 


THE offer of “Mr. tky Moses 
to initiate the members of * The 
Ball's Pond Banditti’ into the 
mysteries of thimble rigging and 
the three card trick has given 
mortal offence to the ruthless Bloodwing and = the rest of the 
gallant) band, whose fearsome doings are illustrated week by 
week in Larks! The band tatters itself it knows a thing or two 
without any teaching, and Iky had better look out, 

-_* 

* 


A SATURDAY trotting meeting is such a rarity in London, that 
it was little wonder that the Alexandra Park trotting enclosure was 
densely crowded on Saturday afternoon last. And some excellent 
sport was witnessed by those whose pleasure it was to attend, At 
the present rate of progression, trotting will soon become a for- 


midable rival to horse-racing. 9 
= 


THE statement that the Hon. Billy has been elevated to the 
Peerage caused much disgust—among-t the peers. They've got an 
awful scratch lot there now as it is already, but, hang it all! they 
hope the line will be drawn at Billy. 

oe. 


. 

THE latest recreation for girls, and doubtless one of the most 
healthiest, too, is haymaking. Clubs are being formed in most of 
our large centres, having 
for its object the pop- 
ularising of this pastime. 
Besides adding a ruddi- 
ness to the complexion, 
haymaking develops the 
chest and muscles. If it 
is generally adopted by 
the girls of to-day, our 
future generations will 
doubtless reap the benefit. 


s 

We have authority for 
contradicting the state- 
ment that a temporary 
estrangement exists 
between the Ottice Boy 
und Editor of Larks! 
owing to the disputed 
authorship of a thunder- 
ing good joke. There are 
so many thundering good 
jokes appearing week] 
in that) = bright = anc 
tlourishing at mers 
that anything like fuss 
overone would beabsurd. 


ALTHOUGH — circum. 
stantial evidence is pretty 
strong against him, Iky 
Moses still denies that, 
attired asa bookmaker, he was on a certain occasion within the pre- 
cinets of the House of Commons endeavouring to oat unwary 
members. Sir Charles Russell will, doubtless, uphold Iky’s dis- 
claimer. + 


Mr. McGoosELEY is the only member of the Sloper Family who 
has not expressed any satisfaction at the Earl's Court Water Show. 
A whisky show, in his opinion, would be very much more popular, 
and, all things considered, we are quite prepared to agree with him. 

-* 


~*~ 

A. SLorer has been diving into the pages of “Common-Room 
Carols,” by Mostyn Pigott, and he feels refreshed, This little book, 
published by Alden and Co., of the Bocardo Press, Oxford, should 
command a good old sale, for there are some thundering smart 
things in it. Mostyn, my boy, the F.O.M. will watch your move- 
ments in the future with interest and anxiety. 

sz. 
* 

NEVER for one instant was the succesa of The Second Mrs. 
Yanqueray. Mr. Pinero’s new play at the St. James's, in doubt. 
Nobly_ conceiv- 
ed, — brilliantly 
written, acted 
to _ perfection, 
and staged 
and mounted 
with taste and 
munificence, the 
new production 
could not fail to 
uppeal to the 
large audience 
which had as. 
sembled to pass 
judgment upon 
it. Into the 
plot) we have 
neither — inten- 
tion or desire to 
enter—all play- 
yoers must) sve 
The Second Mrs, 
Tangueray— 
and we should 
but detract from 
their enjoyment 
of what is un- 
doubtedly Mr, 
Pinero’s best 
work, and the 
play of the sea. 
son. Mr, Alexander is indeed fortunate on having secured such a 
veritable gold mine. 
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By this time things seasidy are getting into fairly regular swing, 
and the bathing season has already commenced in real earnest. 
Every morning now the sea- sh 
side visitor may tind what con- 
sulation he can in the spectacle 
of numerous nymphs, more or 
less comely, disporting in the 
billows; whilst others who have 
just concluded their bath may 
1 encountered on the front & 
with, like the lady in the nigger 
ditty, “their k hair hanging 
down.” It is, indeed. a glad- 
some sight, and the heart of the 
masher and the opera-glas- 
numufacturer should rejoice 
exceedingly. *\* 


THE Mildewed — Longstop 
has this day been pleased to 
confer the ward of Merit” 
upon A. FE, STODDART, because 
he's a brilliant all round 
cricketer, * Feyther,” remarked 
zure-Kved, “vou've done 
ght thing this time, and 
no error, Fora thoroush first- 
rate batsman, bowler, fielder, 
give me Stoddy "—but. before 
the ill-judged levity was con- 
eluded, an indignant parent 
interposed, and once ascin the 
interview concluded with howls. 


** 
a 

JEFORE theexpiration of another fortnight, A. SLOPER and suite 
will be on the shores of the briny ocean, and, of course, 1s of yore, 
his marvellous adventures, escapades and doings generally will be 
depicted on the front pase of this paper. But the Eminent is 
almost stony broke, and credit is a rare Commodity at the seaside, 
Will any kind friend subscribe towards the Family's outing gener- 
ally and A, SLOPER’s * Unsweetened ” in particular? 


* 

Hurry up! ladies and gentlemen, hurry up! On Saturday, 
June 17th, closes one of the most interesting shows on record, the 
Grand International Fire Tournament and Exhibition, which, 
since the twelfth, has been attracting huge crowds to the Agricul- 
tural Hall, Islington. There vou can see for yourselves the manner 
in which our gallant brigades battle with the demon Fire, and 
remember, too, that every admission fee benefits the Firemen’s 
Widows and Orphans Fund, Don't fail to drop in to the Agricui- 
tural before the show closes, You'll come away delighted. 


* 
Ir excellent sport and a gathering together of the bluest of 
England's blue Blood have anything to do with it, the present 
Ascot rer 
Meeting is 
worthy of 
being 
numbered 
amongst 
the most 
successful, 
The com- 
ing mar- 
riage be- | 
tween our \ 
future 
king and“, 
Princess 
May has 
roused up 
Society 
wonder. 
fully, and 
the gloom 
and des- 
pair which 
naturally 
followed 
the demise 
of the late 
Duke of 
Clarence 
has at. last 
been dispersed. In paddock and enclosures alike were to be found 
beaming faces and hover smiles, and the Duke of York and Prin- 
cess May were greeted with general enthusiasm whenever and 
wherever they appeared. Two other individuals also came in for 
general acknowledgment. They were no less persons than Albert 
Edward and A. SLOPER. Whilst the former received cheers, the 
latter received bricks, which shows that the British public appre- 
ciate genius as well as birth. . « 
= 


WE feel it is only fair to state that A. SLOPER has not been asked 
to play inthe eleven which is to represent England against Australia, 
Those interested in cricket, who think of backing England, will 
doubtless be delighted at the intelligence. Australia may not be 
quite so well pleased. oe 

= 


“DRINK,” said a lecturer, recently, with more emphasis than 
originality, “is a delirium anda snare.” It may be a snare with 
most people, but as far as A, SLOPER is concerned it is a gin, 

* 


* 

BEING almost on the eve of the Royal Marriage, the Eminent is 
now suffering from an extra overdose of loyalty. A visit to the 
Royal Music-Hall was the 
natural consequence, 
Whether the betrothed pair 
(George and May) appre- 
ciate this consideration on 
the part of the Eminent it 
is difficult to say—at any- 
rate, he is satisfied that he 
has done his duty. Of 
course the Royal  pro- 
rramme is of the Al order, 
Vhenever is it otherwise? 
And he must indeed be a 
hard being to please who 
is not satisfied with three 
hours of Royal fare, 


. 

THErumour that Colonel 
North and Mr. W. Astor 
have clubbed together and 
acquired Larks! is utterly 
devoid of truth. Lucky 
as these two gentlemen 
have been financially, such 
a stroke of fortune would 
be almost enough to turn 
their brains, No, no; 
Lurks! is too big a thing 
to be got rid of, you bet. 

q So 


* 

“SNAKES,” says” the 
Globe, “old. silver and 
jewelled, are now amongst the most fashionable ornaments for 
women.’ This is awful news for SLOPE. If he can't even go 
into Society without seeing snakes. life won't be worth living for 
him. that’s a cert’. 


[Saturcay, vune 17, 1893 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A CALENDAR FOR TUE WERK ENDING 24TH JUNE, 1893, 
—— 


18th June, 1887.—By a will bearing this date, a testator left 
all his residuary estate to two granddaughters, having appointed as 
sole executrix a daughter, to whom he bequeathed £25, and to his 
wife one farthing, which he directed the executrix to forward ty 
her by post, unpaid,as an indication of his disgust at the treatment 
which he had received at her hands, and especially in respect of the 
abusive epitaphs, such as “ Old pig” and others, which A used in 
circumstances which he explained, but did not think justitied such 
opprobrious language. ‘The will had evidently been carefully 
drawn, although not, apparently, by a solicitor, and was engrosse| 
inaclerk-like manuer and duly executed by the testator, 
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19th June, 1€49.—Madame Catalani died this day at Pari: 
aged sixty-nine, This great singer is said to have been very timid, 
Arvine says “she generally carried a Bible upon the stage along 
with her as a charm to insure contidence, and always devoutly 
crossed herself and prayed for support, as a soldier might do on 
going to battle.” 


er ee 

20th June, 1751.—A copy of the Register of the Manor of 
Dunmow of this date certifies the truth of the claim for a gammon 
of bacon by ‘Thomas Shakeshaft and his wife Anne. Says the 
editor of the Woaderful Magazine in 1793; “In the space of 500 
years there have been four couples who have sworn to the strict 
observance of the nuptial vow, three of whom lived in Essex ; but 
whether the Essex men are more happy with their wives than 
other persons is out of our power to determine.” 


_ in. ena 

2lst June, 1611.—Henry Hudson, having explored the bay 
which bears his name in search of a north-west passage, left his 
winter quarters this day, when a consjinsey broke out among the 
ship's crew, and Hudson, his son and tive others, most of whom 
were sick and lame, were forced into a small boat, with a little 
meal, one gun and ammunition, two or three spars and an iron pot, 
and with the most savage inhumanity turned adrift, and he was 
never again heard of, 


22nd June, 1377.—The use of the fan was known to the 
Ancients. Fans appeared in England during the reign of Richard IL, 
who succeeded to the throne on the above day. They found great 
favour with the higher classes in the reign of Henry VIII. The 
Virgin Queen was very fond of fans, which she declared were the 
only presents a sovereign could accept from a subject. In a ward- 
robe account of Elizabeth, thirty fans of various kinds, many of 
them richly jewelled, are mentioned. 


23rd June, 1702.—-William Fuller, having been prosecuted 
and convicted in the King’s Bench this day for an impostorand for 
publishing certain libels, was sentenced to stand three times in the 
pillory, to be sent to the House of Correction, and to pay a fine of 
1000 marks. 


24th June, 1771.—Under this date, in a curious old diary 
quoted in “ Relics of Literature,” we read: “ Yesterday a young 
woman was buried in Chiswick Church, who died for love; an 
extraordinary instance in these times, which are not remarkable 
for so much fidelity of attachment. Her pall was supported by six 
young damsels, and the corpse attended to the grave by fourte:11 
inourners, together with many spectators, who seemed greatly 
atfected by the fate of the unfortunate deceased.” 


“YE BANKS AN’ BRAES.” 
YE banks an’ braes 0’ bonnie Doon, 
How can ve bloom sae fresh an’ fair, 
While in your sight a waesome loom 
Slow wanders, wobblin’ wi’ despair? 
How can ye chant, ye little birds, 
When wi’ your sangs there soar to heaven 
The dashes, blanks an’ swearfu’ words 
Misfortune frae my breist has riven? 


Aft hae [ roved by bonnie Doon 
When o'er yon hill Aurora clomb, 
An’ aft, beneath the silvery moon, 
Beside her stream I've loved to roam, 
An’ leukin’ on thae braes an’ banks 
Has gi’en me rowth o' joy ; but now, 
Guidsakes! the sicht o’ them juist yanks 
An unco cuss-word frae my mou’! 
Frae London toon tae bonnie Doon 
I cam’ tae spend a month or sae: 
My train gaes back the morrow’'s noon, 
An’, staney-broke, 1 lang tae gae. 
But my tourist ticket—doited loon !— 
I've bin an’ lost I ken na where: 
Ye banks an’ braes o’ bonnie Doon, 
How can ye bloom sae fresh an’ fair? 


WHY, CERT'NLY! 

Mr. Straightlace, Well, Tama great believer in etiquette nyse! 
What would you say, for instance, if astranger invited you to drink 
with him? 

Lushington, I should say Scotch whisky, cold. 

ES SEITE MD 


PARENTAL ADVICE. ; 

IKEY SOLOMONBERGER had _ just attained his majority, and his 
venerable parent had decided that he should quit the parental roo! 
and try his hand at the world. To this end he hid bought the 
young Hebrew a bookmaker’s satchel, and, with a ten-pound note 
and his blessing, was starting Ikey for the Ascot race week. 

“Goot-bye, my poy, and goot Inck. Don't forget, as you 29 
t'rough de world, that every fool is retty to give advise ; it is only 
fools vat takes it. Venaman tells you to count ten before you 
speak, don’t you believe him. A man vhat vas going trough lite 
mit dis maxim vas von day riding in a tramear along de Mile Ent 
Road. Dere vas a lady mita squint in her eye on de opposite side, 
and she Bigtped her purse. The lady didn’t see it, so the man vis 
about to tell her she'd dropped it when he dought, ‘I vill count tn 
before I speak.’ By de time he got up totsix, anoder man saw it. 
and picked it oop and gave it to der lady, and she gave him half 
sovereign for his honesty. Den de man mid de ‘count ten’ maxim 
said—vell, nefer mind vot he said, but he lost ten shillings by ls 
*maxim,’” 

“Is dat all, fader?” asked Iky, who wished to be off. , 

“No, my poy, no. Dere’s anudder crackpot’s maxim dat I \ ish 
to varn yer to keep clear of—* Vot vun man can do, anudder ©". 
too,’ dat's all my eve an’ Betsy Martin. Some years ago, me. ‘!!!' 
Mo Levi. and Loo Barnett, and pore Solly Gerfundt vent out ins 
poat at Brighton, I can remember it just as though—" 

“My train goes in an hour, fader.” 

“Vell, ketch the next vun. Listen tome, The four of us gors ot 
in this boat. Just off the Chain Pier Mo Levi vent to chine: 
places with Solly, and, pless ine! if dey didn’t upset der boat. Vo: 
ve could all shvim: exceptin’ Solly, and ve all struck out for de” 
shore, Solly was about to catch hold o’ der bottom 0 der boat at! 
yell for help when he remembered his maxim, *Vot vun man es 
do, anudder ean, too. Instead o' callin’ he twied to shvin, and le 
kep’ on tryin’, but his patience, or his strenzt’. or someting 2!" 
vay, and he vos drowned, Ikey, drowned. So, ye see, Pkey. i) 
fool ean give advice——" 

“Bader” said Pkey, winking the other eye, “ vot’s that ye =!)— 
any fool can give advice!” 

“Mein crachious!” yelled the old man, “d'ye mean to call 
wu fool?” 

“N-n-no, fader! You should have counted ten before you said 
so. But, then, vot rum man e¢an—" : 

He flew for his life, but a well-aimed slipper caught his Sem! 
boko as he vanished through the door, 


Saturday, June 17, 1893.} 


DO LADIES WASH THEIR FACES P 


is stutel by a contemporary that not half the woman in Englana 
Wash their faces? 


THERE'S a cur- 
rent report, 

But | set it at 
nought, 

Though I've heard 
it im various 
places, 

That ‘tis now all 
the rage 

No matier the 
age, 

Vor women to not 
wash the.> 
faces! 

Most women will 
paint, 

While some of 
them faint— 

Sut this nothing to 
do with the 


case is— 

For water and 
“fake” 

Don't mix, I will 
stake, 


So women do not Wash neir faces! 
I think I may say 
That someone some day 
Will groan and make many grimaces 
(I allude—by the Pope !— 
To the makers of scey) 
If women don't soon wash their faces! 


_ 


BLODGERS’S PRISONER. 

Drip you ever meet old Blodgers, Stephen Blodgers you know, 
as good-natured a chapat heart as ever stepped, but with one craze 
—his garden, What say—don't know him? Oh, then, it’s just pos- 
sible you haven't heard his very latest story—the whole thing only 
nappened the day before yesterday. You haven't! Well, just ‘sit 
rizht down he nd [ll spin you the yarn as wellas [ remember it. 

Well, as Pve said before, old Blodgers had the gardening mania 
fully developed ; he lives in fact for little else, and just now, when 
the strawberries, currants, gooseberries and things are getting 
ripe, the poor otd boy hardly gets a decent night's rest, haunted as 
he is continually by the fear of their being stulen, For beys—boys 
with no principle and large appetites for truit—abuund around 
Hlodgers’s neighbourhood in astounding numbers, and night after 
night (ve known the old chap court rheumatism by lying in wait 
tor ‘em behind a laurel 
bush some damp evening, 
or watching halt the night 
ut some open window, 
Did he ever catch any of 
the rascals?) Not he, and 
never would have done, } ; 
except by such a mere |. | 
chance as occurred last 
Monday, Old Blodgers | | 
had been raging around |) 
witha beast ofa toothache | | 
all day, and the molar was) | 
siving hima high old time | 
of it in bed. At last: he 
could stand it no longer, | 
and hopped out, put on 
his trousers and went 
downstairs to try. whit a 
litde whisky could do for 
i, when, happening to 
glance through the blinds 
down the garden. he fancied 
he saw the lightofamateh 
struck somewhere in the neighbourhood of the gooseberry bushes. 

He told me his pain que left him for the time at the prospect 
of nabbing somebody, and he had the back door open quietly and 
was down the gardeu like a shot. Five minutes later he was back, 
tlushed, but triumphant, leading «small voy of about fourteen— 
his only prisoner—by the ear. Al! the others—there were four or 
lve more—had escaped, and the ditticulty now arose as to what was 
to be done with the captured. It was two miles to the nearest 
police station, aud, of course, a constable at hand was too much to 
expect, so old) Blodgers solved the dilticulty bs locking the 
youngster in the coal cellar, admonished him to be quiet, and 
retired to rest in a thoroughly peaceable frame of mind. 

When he awoke in the morning his toothache had returned with 
redoubled violence, but he got up and went downstairs to gloat 
over his prisoner. The sight of him, he said, might sooth him 
somewhat. But the bird had flown, He had forced the bar of an 
iron grating, squeezed through, and taken himself off calmly br 
vs back door, and taken about £70 worth of property off with 
lim. 

And Blodgers has been dancing around ever since asking some- 
body to kick him. 


GIRLS OF THE ‘*FRIV."” 
No. los--Lizn MAGUIRE, 
THE saints be praised, the saints 
be praised 
That she who drives all poets 
crazed 
isted not, when Scotia raised 
Herdarling * Robthe Ranter.” 
Had Lize then lived, his brain, 
all Jorn 
With love for her, would ne’er 
have borne 
“The Cotter,” * Man Was Made 
To Mourn,” 
And rare old * Tam O'Shanter.” 


The saints be thanked, the saints 
be thanked 
That Lize had not on earth been 
planked 
When Stephenson (an idiot 
ranked) 
His tirst steam-engine started. 
Had Lize then lived, we'd still 
be bound 
To ride by coach the country 
round, 
For doubtless, ere success he 
found, 
He'd have perished broken- 
hearted. 


The aint be blest, the saints be 
lest 
That Lize was what they call non ext 
When Rowland Hill, with patriot zest, 
The penny postage gave us. 
Had Lize then lived, her charms divine 
Had made bold Hill his plans resign, 
And to send this screed to Ninety-nine 
Would have cost a bob—Fates save ua! 


4LLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOXx. 


—— 


St. IVEs, CORNWALL, June lst, 1893. 
Dear ALLY,—I beg to thank you for the “Sloper Award of 
Merit.” which arrived safely this morning. It was indeed kind of 
the Mildewed One to confer this great distinction on one 
conscious of being so unworthy. With all good wishes tor the 
continued success of your most interesiing paper.—Yours most 
respectfully, J. NOBLE BARLOW, F.O.8. 


———_.—___-- 


SLOPER’'S VAGARIES. 
No. 170.—HE Alps ADA, 
“Run, Alick, run! 
To Miss Rehan’s mansion go ; 
Ask her to visit me here, my son, 
Yet let not the mater know!" 
And SLOPER's heart grew clate, 
As away Alexandry flew; 
For he knew Miss Ada was booked for Kate 
In The Taming of the Shrew.” 


“Hark, mother, hark! 
A word in your private ear! 
On the strict Q.T. the paternal spark 
Is asking Miss Rehan here. 
And I'll show you where you can hide 
And list, if you'll gimme a crown!" 
The matron muttered : “ My on my pride!” 
And planked the spondulicks down. 


“Zounds, Ada, zounds ! 
Thou hast come with good speed, indeed. 
T'll teach thee a wrinkic for twenty pounds.” 
And Miss Rehan replied: * Agreed.” 
“T will hide thee in Mildew Court, 
And there for an hour or so 
Thou may'st study a shrew of the vilest sort 
That e’er lived in the world below !" 


“Rise, SLOPER, rise! 
And taste of my shrewish power !" 
And his dame rushed in, and in furious wise 
Banged him about for aa hour— 
Banged his old sinful hide 
Till ‘twas battered and bruised and sore, 
And Miss Rehan cried, growing watery-eyed, 
She could bear the sad sight no more, 


“Thanks, SLOPER, thanks ! 
I shall shine in the part of Kate, 
For thy wrinkle has taught me some shrewish pranks 
To be played on Petruchio’s pate. 
But thy wife has done all the work, 
Soon her I'll the gold bestow!" oo. . 
And never again wil] the Blear-eyed Turk 
To an actress a wrinkle show ! 


TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. 


Every Monday. One Halfpenny. 
‘LARKS:” 


£50 Insurance Coupon. 


“LARKS!:” 


Crammed with Funny Pictures. 


“LARKS:” 
Full of Side-Splitting Readin« 


“LARKS:” 
Conducted by GILBERT DALZIEL. 


“LARKS:” 
The New Halfpenny Comic. 


GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Larnxs!” Orrice, 99 SHOR LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


A STEP IN THE RIGHT DIRECTION. 


(We learn from Zuhaeco that the Oldham Toine s' Association has pledge 
itseif tue suutemunee the sale of cigs te, to Juveniles, 
WE parents who desire to see 

The sons we love grow up to be 
Strong. lithe and spry, from ailments free, 

Still find it most provoking 
To get so muen convincing proof 
That, when they find themselves aloof 
From mother's eve and father’s roof, 

Our boys are prone to smoking. 


“LL 


Some hold the fault is ours, and say 

That serious warnings day by day 

Would have the wished effect. Now, nay, 
A truce to such-like croaking ! 

For boys, to future ailments blind, 

Will present joys in secret find, 

And what avail our counsels kind 
To keep our babes from smoking? 


So hail we with deserved applause 

Each “bacconist who, in our cause, 

The line at schoolboy smoking draws ; 
And still we'll keep invoking 

Our Levislature to employ 

Its stronger influence to destroy 

A nation’s curse and save each boy 

Of tender years from smoking. 


ONLY A LITTLE ONE. 
ScENE—Prirate Bar, Sloper Arms. 
(Youthful Masher knocks on counter te attract’ Barmatd, who 
ia flirting at the other side.) 

Barmaid (flaming with indignation). Who was that knocking on 
the counter? 

Youthful Masher (timidly), 1 d-d-did ; 1 wew-want—— 

Barmaid, Oh, Ldou't blime vou, litte man; but I should like 
to catch the fellow who lifted you up to do it. 


WHERE THEY GO TO. 


Stranger (ta Tramway Official), What shockingly boney horses 
they have in those night cabs! 1 suppose they buy your worn-out 
animals, don’t they? 

Tramway Oficial, Oh, no! we always sell our worn-out animals 
to the Extract of Beef people. 

Stranger, Where on earth do they get them then? 

Tramway Official, Probably they buy them from the Extract 
people when all the beef has been extracted. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Warst of Time: The circumference of Saturn’s body. 

A ScoTcH dentist, having gone bankrupt, said his assets were 
a’ sets o' teeth. 

“THE Old Firm :” In-firm. 

“Ive struck a line,” as the billoonist said when his balloon 
busted, and he fell on a railway track. 

A MAN with a Car-rear before Him: One who is running after a 
tram. 

Tu Senior (Wr)angler: Izaak Walton. 
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ZEPHANIAH P. SUGG. 
(A Romance or SALT Lake Cury.) 
> 
CHAPTER IIL. 

THE overwhelming load of matrimony had brought an over- 
whelming load of debt, and hence Zephaniah P. Sues s overwhelm. 
ing jioad of 
gloom. 

sadly he 
glanced — round 
the handsomely 
furnished apart- 
ment he called 
his very own in 
his stately man. 
sion, The other 
roums were 
general to his 
wife, but this 
room was the one 
place where none 
of her could 
penetrate, — ant 
the holy calm of 
its retirement 
was sa markedly 
emphasised — by 
the feverish heat 
and worries be- 
got of varied 
opinion in the 
other rooms. He 
thought for a 
moment that if 
he had the cash 
which the furni- 
ture and orna- 
ments had cost 
he might hie him away to some lone spot, leaving his matrimonial 
and other cares behind ; but the idea of realising on the property was 
one that could not be entertained. In Salt Lake Gitrcaeslecw liste: 
the man who is seen entering a pawnbroker's shop, with a sofa 
concealed upon his person, is looked on as of doubtful solvency, 
and to give the slightest doubt of solvency was to precipitate the 
crisis. Still, as he thought over the matter, the idea of tligiht had 
charms—successful tlight meant freedom, and in his absence Mrs, 
Sugg might find consolation by distributing herself among other 
nusbands. 

Pensively he surveyed the ready money he had upon his person, 
and then he collected such portable property as could be best easily 
turned into cash on his arrival at the place where he conceived rest 
might be found. He sighed deeply as be gathered these things 

together. 


Sad!y be glanced round, 


ry Many of them 
1 | were chains 
I and scarfpins 
1 y and other 


trinkets he had 
received at  in- 
tervals from 
the darling of 
his heart. At 
an early stage 
of his matri- 
monial ins 
stincts he had 
discouraged 
the seat 


ing habit. He 
promptly re. 
ecognised that 
he could not 


elartoanm ora. 
mental shoe 
shop, and by 
judicious hints 
le saved the 
tibour and the 
eyes of the fair 
ones, and 
ehirecte their 
present - giving 
zeal into the 
direction of 
gifts of tangible 
examples of 
oldsmith work. When he had finished coliccting these into a 
ittle pile.and found that they madea fair substratumat the bottom 
of a sinall grip-sack, he inwardly commended his forethought. 
Then he counted his money. It was not much, yet it was suffi- 
cient to carry him a considerable journey, at the end of which he 
hoped, by the sale of the jewellery, to live tiil he could contrive a 
steadier means of living. A train started that night to San 
Francisco. From San Francisco the world was open to him, | 
Softly he made his preparations, and cautiously peered forth into 
the corridor of the house, [t was as silent asa house usually is 
which contains seventeen ladies who have equal claims on the 
attections of one husbind, and who conceive there has been an 
unequal division of grievances. Cautionsiy he made his way to 
the street door. Once he paused and Jingered as he thought he 
would like to 
kiss his wife 
good-bye before 
parting with her, 
but he sternly re- 
pressed the 
thought almost 
ere it had tiken 
shape. The part- 
ing process would 
occupy too much 
time, and would 
afford too liberal 
anamount of os- 
eulation for oa 
singlecitizen. As 
he stepped out 
from the house 
into the street 
and looked hea- 
venward fat the 
starlight sky, he 
heavedasighand 
turned a tear. 
beodinimed eye for 
a last look at the 
scene of much 
joy, if somewhat 
accumulated sor- 
row, and turned 
hastily towards 
the railway sta- 
tion. As he 
reached the 
ticket office, and in a disguised voice demanded a ticket for 
San Francisco, he failed to observe a stern-faced female who eyed 
him fiercely. The warning whistle sounded as he was half across 
the platform, and he plunged into the starting train. 
“f was sure that was my son-in-law,” remarked the stern-faced 
female, “1 knew his feet. Why has he gone to San Francisco 2” 
(Tv be continued neat week.) 


Collected his portable property. 


Tlunged into the starting train, 


ss 


— 


No, 312.—Mrk. WALLACK Ross, FOS, 

“As the gentleman whose handsome features our artist has so 
ably delineated above is at present shedding the light of his 
countenance among us, Wwe could have chosen, we feel, ne more 
opportune time for the presentation to our readers of a portrait 
of this) famous American, or, to be more particular, New 
Brunswickian oarsman, From an early age (future celebrities 
renerally give signs of cominy greatness when quite juvenile be 
it noticeable )—from an early age, we repeat, Wallace evidencet 
adecided partiality for the wate: (many and many a time did 
lis stern parent alminister severe castization in onler to correct 
his offspring’s liking coming home half- drowned consequent 


al 
ona neighbouring poud, himself winning the ‘singles’ 
amily wash-tub, This was the brand applied to the 
powderof his ambition, and, mecting with no more eneouras 
roosedd quietly and entered the service 
boatbuilder, where, in the dead of nivht, he would creep down- 
stairs, procure a ekiff, and spin up 1 down the stream till 
vn. Rapidly did he attain proficie 1 

ta he Land beat the loc 
ation, 
down be 
Me eho 


i 
, and his name is now 
m the seroll of Fa 


the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presentel to him Mareh 1 
IS88,"—— Denrett Improved. 


“Hullo, Bob! is that a new diving dress?" “No, old man, 
yatent pneumatic suit to match my byke, and warranted to 
resist the damp.” 


“O woman, lovely woman ! nature made thee 
To temper man; we had been brutes without you, 
‘ Angels are painted fair, to look like you.” 
—Otway ( Venice Preserved). 


Dennis. Well, Patsy, have ver heani anething about that Ms 
ye lost comin’ he from the fair Last nig he? 

Patsy, Hearrd auyth Cech! listen to the man — hearrd 
anything! Shure Oi found me woife wantin’ up for me whia Oi 
sot home, besorra! HEARD ANVEUING I 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


SPITEFUL. 


Furst Fair One (of uncertain age), Why did you tell Mr. Turtle that I was twenty-seven ? 
Second Fair Oar, You woullu’t have had me tell him bow old you really are, would you ? 


GIVING HIM A 


(1) “Well, goo'ni’, Bounder, old chap,” hiccoughed Grogiey, as the clock struck 
twelve. “ Mosht ‘joyble evening. Pleashant chat about—hic—old times—eh ? Think 
IT shall camp out to-night as the missis don’t like to be—hie—sturbel when Im 
drunksh.” “Stuff and nonsh’!" replied the hospitable Bounder, “Shtay where you 
are, I'll find some sort of shakelown for you like a bird! The wife's zone off toa 
women's nizhtsh meeting, aud she'll never know you're here to the morning—shee ?” 
—(2) “There you are, splendid bed! ‘The baby’s gone away on a visit, so you can 


‘have a first-rate doss in his crib—eh ?"——(3) “Sheems a bit small,” said Grogley. 


GOOD OLD TOURNAMENT. 


Warrior, Just up for a turn, squire ? 
Farmer (to whom Agricultural Hall nvans ayriculture), 
Yes; but not the turn-d-meant! 


Bey. 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. 


No. 66. —Agnes. 


tor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at“ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C.—Saturday, June 17, 1893. 


(Saturday, June 17, 1893, 


“Cume back, you brute ! come back to your lovins 
wife and etarving children.” 


“Jah! keep that doigastel gun away, will ye’" 
“ But it isu’t loaded, old chappic.” “Don't care, load! 
or not, it might go off!" 


“SHAKE DOWN.” 


“However, here goesh! Whoa back! Steady, will you ?"——(4) “Ha, ha! 
never do it!" chuckled Bounder, “Let me give you a leg up. Now, then, up you ! 
Whoop! Thash firsh classh! Bust you, keep your hoofs ont of my jaw! It ain't a 
scraper !"——(5) “Well, old crock,” murmured Grogley from beneath the ruins 
moment later, “you're a man of your word ; I respect yon—shee? You pronised me 
a ‘shake down,’ and I’ve had it, and no kid! Now I shall shtay where I aga for the 
rest of the night.” But he didn't, for at that moment Mrs. Bounder entered, armed 
with a heavy gamp, and—well, what do you think about it ? 


THE MATRIMONIAL TIE. 


“Tsay, it's too bal, yon know. You've been at my t 
drawer again. 1 haven't a blessed thing to put on!" 

“I'll lend you some of my tuckers, dear, till the fashion 
changes again.” 


u 
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